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"This pipe organ is over a hundred years old," Santeri Kallio marveled as Esa Holopainen squeezed in behind 
him into the tight chamber. They had rented out the church for recording songs for the new record, knowing 
they wanted a live pipe organ to be on the album. Santeri decided to give Esa a brief tour, as the man had 


never been inside an organ before. 


"Very cool," Esa pandered to his boyfriend, but he was more interested in something else at that moment. 


And it had everything to do with how good Santeri looked in his tight black jeans. 


| wish | could play this every day. I'd want for nothing more," Santeri enthused, leaning forward and 
brushing a speck of dust off one of the pipes. 


"Mmhmm," Esa offered, and he ran a hand down the blonde's back. 


Santeri either ignored him, or didn't notice the touch, and began delving into the mechanics of the organ. He 
talked about what made this one so particularly special, the way it must have been built, the differences 
between the timbres of the metal pipes versus the wooden ones. 

"Yes, that's amazing," the guitarist said. 

‘Isn't it?" Santeri replied excitedly, tilting his head back and gifting Esa with one of his beaming smiles. 

| was talking about your ass," Esa said bluntly. 

Santeri's smile dropped and he glared at his friend, though amusement was evident in his blue eyes. 

"Esa, we are inside a church right now." 

"And?" Esa placed both his hands on Santeri's waist, slipping his thumbs under the band of his jeans. 


"So - so we can't just --" Santeri stammered. 


"You suddenly care about being sacrilegious, Sande?" Esa teased, managing to pull the keyboardist's jeans 
down over the hump of his ass, baring his pale skin. "We've fucked in churches before." 


"Technically, those were converted concert venues," Santeri said, yanking his pants back up. "Not active 


churches." 


"What's the difference? You think God is watching us right now?" Esa's nimble fingers worked Santeri's 
pants back down and he slipped a spit-slick finger inside his boyfriend's tight hole. Santeri was unable to 


respond, his mouth preoccupied with a surprised gasp. 


In a few well-practiced moves, Esa had one arm hooked around Santeri's chest, holding him close as he 
pushed his hard cock inside of him. 


"Vffu" Santeri hissed, searching for a heftier encasing of pipes to grab onto in order to stay upright. He 
found one and held on for dear life as Esa filled him to the brim. 


Santeri's disposition quickly changed into the absolute slut that Esa knew and loved. The keyboardist arched 
his back as he adjusted to his boyfriend's thick cock. He began uttering nasty things under his breath, keeping 
his voice down despite obviously coming undone. The organ chamber dampened their voices only slightly, past a 


certain level, their words would carry throughout the entire church. 


Esa thrust harder and wound a hand around Santeri's waist to grasp the man's cock. He felt Santeri's body 
react under him, jerking and shaking as he tried not to shout out in pleasure. Though there was no one in the 
church with them at the moment, it was a public space, and they weren't trying to disturb an errant 
parishioner with their frantic lovemaking. But apparently, Esa didn't give a fuck either way. 


Esa made quick work of Santeri and the man was cumming in seconds. He felt Santeri's cock spasm in his 
hand as he shot out his desire. When he felt the blonde slacken in his grip, he fucked him quickly, roughly, so 


that he could finish a few moments after. He emptied himself inside of his boyfriend's ass, expelling every last 
drop into his heavenly tightness. 


They stood there for a moment, pants around their thighs, regaining control of their breaths. 
"Oh my God" Santeri managed. 

"| know," Esa sighed contentedly 

"No, no - Esa. Oh my God, | came on the fucking pipes. 

Esa held back his laughter as they zipped up their pants. He handed Santeri a handkerchief 


Santeri looked thoroughly horrified as he began to clean the pipe organ with the small cloth. Esa watched, 


amused. 


"Well, thanks, Esa," Santeri muttered. "If | wasn't already on the fast track to hell, | certainly am now." 


Esa grinned. "At least you'll have me right there with you." 


